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Sebastian's feverish painting; his own book; his experiments
and the few medical services he had been able to render in this
pin-point of the universe. Yet to all of them their own lives
were important, to be lived out in detail against this immense
background of political unrest. Man's hopes and efforts were
for the small things, the personal, and no matter how he was
swept along in the tide of political or economic change, he
kept fighting his way out of it towards the personal and the
small, towards his own microscopic ends. A soldier fought in
a war, but he thought of his home, his wife and children, his
shop or his farm. A woman thought in terms of her children,
her husband, her lover. In the end everything came down to
man and woman; to their relation to each other; to the family
to which they had given birth or belonged. How diiferent
Olga would have been if her child had lived, or if the professor
had been younger and more ardent... if... there were a
thousand if s to each question. He stood for a moment outside
the professor's house and then went in. She was still in her
room.
He called, cOlga! Olga!'
'Yes. Come in. I'm still in bed.' What a pretty voice she
had! A world at war and the mind still registered the beauty
of a woman's voice.
She was altogether charming as she sat up in bed to greet
him. Her golden hair was down, her face flushed like a child's
with sleep. She put her knuckles into her eyes to rub them and
stared up at him. Innocent as a child, he thought. More inno-
cent because of her knowledge; more satisfied than any child
could be because she has arrived at a point where she thinks
she understands.
'Good morning,' he- said.  'You look very well.'
'Good morning, Doctor. I am well. And in no need of your
services. But I am glad you have come... I want to ask you
something. What has happened to Sebastian? He came in
last night to borrow one of Jean's rifles. I told him of the war